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IT’S LOUD, IT’S 
PROUD AND IT’S 
THE HEAVIEST 
COLOUR MUSIC 
MAGAZINE 
AROUND! DON’T 
MISS BRITAIN’S 
LOUDEST ROCK 
MAG — OUT 
EVERY 
FORTNIGHT! 













AH right you punks, skins and Herberts — 
get ready for a blast of over~the-top chaos 
and craziness, ’cause that’s what PUNK 
LIVES! is all about, and here’s issue 
number one* 

PUNK LIVES! is gonna give you what no 

lotsa colour 


other monthly mag can 
pics, lotsa crack features on all your 
favourite bands — old and new — lotsa 
madness and outrage and all exclusively, 
100% punk and oi! 

We think it’s a great recipe for all the 
legions of fans who have had to put up 
with piecemeal coverage of their 
favourite music, tucked In between the 
great wads of dross in the national music 
press. Remember it’s your magazine. We 
want to hear what you think of PUNK 
LIVES! We want to know what else you’d 
like to see In it. We want news of bands 
and gigs in your area. 

So spare a few pence from your dole 
money and shoot it at us at PUNK LIVES! 
50 Eagle Wharf Road, London N1. 

And don’t forget 


the system won’t 
grind you down, there’s too many of us for 
that to happen, they oan’t ignore it any 
longer, it may’ve been hiding for a while, 
but now PUNK LIVES! 

ARTATTACK 
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Fasti and Discharge were 
mirroring the frustration of 
the street on their triumphant 
Apocalypse Now tour. Punk 
had become what, in 1977, it 
had only pretended to be: the 
raw and filthy sound of 
working class boredom, the 
rampant roar of the gutter — 
a united, hlitzkrieging, 
spikoy-powered barmy army. 

As Wattle says, “Punk 
never died- It just went 
underground. The old bands 
like the Clash went shite and 
the new ones came through. 
Two years ago when the band 
was struggling and the press 
had written off punk, nobody 
wanted to know. Now 
everybody wants to interview 
us — it makes me sick- They 
all thought punk was a five 
minute fashion, but if 
wasn’t.” 

“Sex And Violence”,, 
“Blown To Bits”, “Dole Q”, 
“Cop Cars”, “Dogs Of War”, 
“Dead Cities”, “I Believe In 
Anarchy”, the titles alone are 
enough to demonstrate what 


THE HAIR SPROUTS 
SKYWARD, as if teased 
into shape by a 
chainsaw, the eyes 
blaze blue fury and the 
tongue screams: “My 
mate’s beside me lying 
on the ground/His ears 
are busting with the 
volume of the sound.’ 5 
Wattle Buchan is in full 
flight and down on the 
floor a mob of punks and 
skins heave and bounce 
in frantic solidarity, 
serving up further proof 


When The Exploited first 
unleashed this rallying cry on 
an unwitting world a couple 
of years back, there were few 
In the kingdom of the hip who 
were prepared to listen. The 
rock media were busy 
instructing the youth of the 
nation in how to be really 
cool. Suck In your cheeks and 
pose like a pansy in a foamex 
Spandau Nancy bey outfit, 
lisping “Qoh! Don’t thpill 
Bovrit on my 'New Thounds 
and Thtyles*, Damian!” 

But punk wasn’t dead. The 
movement, started by art 
school boys who*d traded In 
their bondage strides for 
fistfuls of cash and 
synthesizers, had simply 
, fallen into the hands of the 
class to be ignored 
the press and arbiters of 
chic. But, in May 1981, 
Exploiters Punk’s Not Dead 
LP rammod its way Into the 
top thirty album charts and in 
the summer, as England’s 
dead cities burned, The 
Exploited, Chron-Gen, Anti- 















that we’re changing people's 
attitudes even though none of 
us reckons we’re special. We 
just want to make a noise and 
have a laugh; we're really 
into total chaos. I mean, like 
Big John. He likes breaking 
beds. He jumped on this bed 
in Manchester and went 
straight through. We just 
couldn’t stop laughing.** 
Wattle prefers trashing 
dressing rooms, once he’s 
had a noseful of his favourite 
Berwick (Berwick-On- 
Tweed = Speed), as he did 
during the band's ill-fated 
mini-tour of Holland in the 
autumn of 19B1 (when a 
Wattle-demolished dressing 
room gained an Exploited 
ban). 

But once the Mohican 
Menace has calmed down, he 
turns to more relaxing leisure 
activities, such as watching 
Bugs Bunny or the Jungle 
Book and stroking Bambi (his 
dog). "To me the spirit of 
punk is having a laugh and 
looking after yourself,* 1 he 
says. 

"Do what you want to do 
and refuse to adjust to the 
system. We don*t give a shit 
about what people think 
about us because we're 
doing what we want to do. 

And if 1 ever do settle down, 
at least 1 can say I had a great 
time.” 

— Neville Wiggins 





Exploited music is all abeut — 
rapid-fire songs to blitz the 
brain, blunt, rampaging 
squeals of youth exploitation 
in Thatcher's modern world. 
We’re all in this together, you 
know. 

There's the rabid, 
powerhouse drumming of Dru 
Sticks (nee Glen Campbell) 
who joined the Exploited 
forces In 1979 and is into 
"dope and motorbikes”. 
There's bassist Gary 
McCormack, "into sex, 
getting pissed and sex”, in 
that order. There’s guitarist 
Big John Duncan, weighing in 
at twenty stone which he 
keeps topped up with liberal 
doses of vodka and coke. And 
then there’s Wattle Buchan, 
son of an unemployed 
brewery foreman from 
Edinburgh whose wife did a 
bunk whilst young Walter 
was but a tot. 

It was whilst Wattle was a 
squaddie in the army in 1977 
that his ears became diverted 
from the foot-sfomp of parade 


ground manouevrea by what 
was shaking in the clubs of 
London: the Pistols, Clash 
and Damned, the new terror 
of punk — ; 1 must-we-throw- 
t h is -f i Ith-at-o u r-pop-ki d s ? ” 
etc- "That music changed my 
life,” says Wattie. “Before 
that I liked Alex Harvey, 
Slade and Alice Cooper but 
I'd never heard anything as 
exciting that made me want 
to be in a band.” Wattie quit 
the army, after brushes with 
the authorities who were 
horrified by the Scotty 
recruit’s penchant for punky 
garb, and, following a six 
month stint of dole queue 
stagnation formed the first 
incarnation of The Exploited. 

Three guitarists, three 
drummers and four bass 
players later, his band are 
spearheading the new nasty 
low-life punk attack. 

"Nobody had a good word 
to say for us until now** says 
Wattie. "But we're still the 
same musically as we were 
two years ago so it’s good 
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EipJo»®dx taking over 
from Drew Sticks- 
Roberts will be plains 
onthier forthcoming 
tour and aibumn- 
Meanwhile, the Subs 
have located a 
temporary stand-in. 

it see me to be a 
month for change as 
GJyn Warren has had 
to quit the Angelic 
Upstarts on the orders 
of hie doctor* 

Apparently the poor 
boy Is suffering from 
deafness. 

The Damned have 
bounced back Just 
when everyone was 

thinking they’d gone 

for good. A bit like 

punk, eh? 

To celebrate the 
resurgence of Interest 
in one of punk’s 
originators, flat an ^ 
the boys have had 
some back catalogue 
released by Ace 

Records which 

Includes ‘‘The Best 
Of" on cassette, a 
single called “l*ove 
Song”, “Noise, Noise, 
Noise” which is 
available In three 
different bags. Finally, 
their first ablum, 
originally released on 
Chiswick, “Machine 
a. m Ftimietie”, i* now 


If it’s been and gen® 
before you realised it 
wasthere at all and 
you need somewhere 
to go and find out 
w ho’i doing what ar 
where, look no 
furtherl 

has ail the anBW * r *. 
the shape 
news 


PUNK UVESi 

■—i in 

- “j of this little 

bulletin which ^ 

will bring you al1 tha ** B 

happening to further a 

snowballing 
movement ,a 
movement that cant 
be stopped! 

Ail the hot bands will 

be appearing regularly 
»n this column* Bands 
like Anti Past!, 

Discharge, the 
Defects, the Outcasts, 
the Professionals and 

the Anti Nowhere 
League who’se 

assaulting the charts 

even as you read this. 

tt you don’t see your 

name here, you don t 
exist. Understand. 
You’re nothing! 
There’s an address 


rumours ore reaching 

us of a developing rift 

In the ranks of ih* 

Clash* Drummer 

Topper Headon is said 
to be close to getting 
the sack because of an 
alleged drug habit. A 
spokesman for the 
band denied the 
romour, despite 

Headon 1 * appearance 
in court last Decembei 
An choreas relating to 
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possibility of new 

product from tins 

erratic trio, or should 

that road foursome., 

is uncertain following 

a confused .*»from" 

deal with Warnors In 

the US of A and an 
apparent '» ek “ f R 

support from their UK 

label Virgin. 

The Ciashi V®*i '* * 

them again folks, may 

have an uncnrtam 

future In their present 
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PUBLISHED IN LATE 1981, an enlarged 
and revised edition ot Fred and Judy 
VermorePs book, r The Sex Pistols — The 
Inside Story 1 contains a fascinating 
interview with punk’s greatest martyr, 


Sid Vicious, in this exlusivo extract, we 
catch up with Sid as he’s explaining how 
he’d conned Daily Mirror journalist Jack 
Lewis into thinking he was a nice, mild 
mannered mummy’s boy. 


THE LAST INTERVIEW 



Q -1 was going to ask you about 
the Jack Lewis article and how 
that came about and what you 
felt about the result of It. 

S V: Well, that came about 
because just previous to that 
there’d been some incident at the 
Speakeasy where somebody had 
got injured, John Rotten and I 
were su spected. Cou rse we had 
nothing to do with it whatsoever. 
He picked me out to interview 
because my name was Vicious 
and it was obvious he was trying 
to find out from the questions he 
asked — like he asked me if i was 
violent and things like that — 
and if I did this and that, ail very 
subtle, designed for a person of 
low intelligence, obviously such 
as myself, I would be totally 
fooled by this and he would get it 
all out of me and 1 would say (J 
'Yes, I'm big, tough and vicious 
and I beat up ali these people and 
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split people's heads open. 1 And 
this was what he came along to 
do. 

And he was so su re he was 
going to get that. So I told him 
exactly the opposite of what he 
wanted to hear. 1 told him what a 
nice intellectual boy I was and 
wouldn’t dream of doing anything 
like that and I had pet hamsters 
and things like that, you know 
what I mean? Made myself seem 
like butter wouldn’t melt in my 
mouth. And he fucking fell for it 
as well. 

They’re just so thick they 
wouldn't know a string quartet 
from a string vest. They’re just 
totally dumb. They don’t know a 
fucking thing. They just make me 
sick. They make me physically ill 
because they’re not in touch with 
what’s going on. They've got no 
idea of what's happening. And 
they can’t, you know, they can’t 
handle it. That’s why, you know, 
when people read how I love my 
mummy and she's pleased that 
I've at last found something that’s 
near to my heart... you know 
what I mean? Like as far as I’m 
concerned, anybody with any 
suss looks at the picture of me 
standing there and Socks at what I 
said and says the two don’t go 
together. 

Of course he lacks the 
intelligence, like most grown-ups. 
to do anything at all. As soon as 
somebody stops being a kid, they 
stop being aware. And it doesn’t 
matter how old you are. You can 































be 99 and still be a kid. As long as 
you 1 re a kid you’re aware and you 
know what’s happening. But as 
soon as you 'grow up’,.. I've got 
absolutely no interest in pleasing 
the general public at all, I don't 
want to because I think that 
largely they're scum and they 
make me physically sick, the 
general public. They are scum. 
And I hope you print that. 

Because that is my opinion of like 
99 percent of the shit you find in 
the street who don’t know a 
fucking thing. 

O; But Is It actually the people 
who annoy you? 


S V: Vest It is. it's the people and 
their God-awful attitudes. What I 
want to do is put something else 
out thatI like, and, like, whoever 
else likes it will find it — do you 
know what! mean? And, like, if 
nobody else in the whole world 
likes it, I couldn't give two shits. If 
It doesn’t sell one copy, who 
gives a fuck? 

The point is that it’s what we 
want to do. We have fun making 
it, we have fun listening to it. 1 
listen to our records a lot because 
I like them. I think they're good 
records, otherwise I wouldn’t 
have had any part in them. 1 like 


our music to listen to as much as 
Mike the Ramones to listen to. 
The Ramones are my favourite 
group, by the way. 

Q: What lie you feel about 
tala vision? 

S V: I hate it and everything to do 
with it. It’s the worst — It's 
depressing, television, it 
frightens me. The way they kiss 
arse, you know what I mean? The 
way they sayi 'And now the 
wonderful this, that and the 
other.’ They don't mean one word, 
you know what I mean? So why do 
it? I hate insincerity. If you do 
something you should only do it 

















because you like it and you want 
to do it. 'Cos anything you gain is 
just a (oad of hogwash anyway. 
What do you do with money, for 
instance? I can think of one thing 
to do with money, (He and Nancy 
laugh,) One thing. That's what I do 
with all my money. Every 
halfpennyof it. 

Q: You were at technical 
college with John. Weren't 
you? Did you get on all right 
there or not? 

S V: What do you mean, work' 
wise? 

Q; Any-wise. Well work-wise 
and with .. , 

S V: I got on really well with John, 

I got on there really well with the 
black kids — they were great, the 
spades at that college. They were 
really cool, you know what I 
mean? And they used to have 
those reggae discos with massive 
sound systems and they 
really good. But everythin^** 
was shit. 
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WHAT IS A NOWHERE? A 
Nowhere is someone who 
sees God each time some 
fat, beery-eyed darts 
player scores one 
hundred and eighty on 
TV. 

A Nowhere Is someone who 
turns to Page Throw of the 
“Soaraway Sun” for erotic 
stimulation, who swills pint 
after pint of disgusting ale and 
thinks that's macho, who 
belches, farts, pukes, heats 
the wife and thinks That's Life. 

Or, as Animal, lead vocalist 
with punkesque combo The 
Antl-Nowhere League puts It, 
“It's somebody who gives up 
on life at a very early age and 
becomes totally non-exlstant. 
Nowhere* get married early 
and finish their lives. They've 
got no future.” 

The Antl-Nowhere League, 
believe It or not, despise 
Nowheres and are dedicated 
to the total annihilation of the 
species — through razor-blunt, 
pogo-crazy music. 

The League was formed, 
towards the end of 1980, by 
four residents of Tunbridge 
Wells who, since childhood 


days spent together, had 
always been on the lookout for 
new and ridiculous 
experiences with which to 
stain Ufa's grey tapestry. 

They'd been In wild biker 
gangs together, slung out of 
pubs and clubs together, run 
out of towns and foreign parts 
together, beaten up and 
bruised together. 

“People who are not 
acceptable, people who get 
refused drinks In different 
places —they've got so much 
going for them” says Animal. 

Becoming an anti-pop group 
saemed a natural step to take 
— “better than having a nice 
comfortable little life. You 
should never got stuck In a 
rut.” After all, ae the B-side of 
their debut single eo 
succinctly puts It: “I've been 
to Eastbourne, I've been to 
Hastings, I've been to 
Brighton, too — So f ucking 
what??”* 

A tour with the Damned in 
Nov emberf December 1981, 
brought the Antl-Howhere 
League to the attention of 
Somewhere* everywhere 
(“Being Somewhere means 
trying out all aspects of life 


ON THE 




which the average person 
doesn’t” — Winston, ANWL 
bassist), and the single 
“Streets Of London/So Whet”, 
released on WXYZ records in 
November, steamed Its 
disreputable way Into the 
Independent charts. 

“Streets of London”? 

Now there's a Nowhere 
song: “Have you seen the old 
man in the all night cafe” etc. 
Sob, sob. Ralph McTell’s 
wimpy and patronising “folk” 
ditty, the anthem of social 
workers and those who tut-tut 
at rising unemployment 
figures before picking up the 
Ha altat catalogue to search for 
enticing duvet covers, the 
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prim« fare of bearded busker* 
who solicit coppers from the 
Nowhere* trundling home 
from the office with woeful 
renditions of the miserable 
ballad. And a sitting duck for 
The Antl-flowhere League’s 
scabrous attack. 

“We wanted to fuck up 
something nice," say* Animal. 
So they did. The savage and 
relentless version of the 
witless old classic bares teeth 
and doesn’t give an inch. 

Other targets for the 


collective venom of Animal, 
Winston, F.S. Wlagoo and 
drummer PJ S Include general 
stupidity and unnatural urges. 
“You’ve got to try everything, 
whether It be buggery or 
anything" says Winston. “I’ve 
tried everything I can assure 
you. People do dirty things. 
They might say they don’t but 
they do and a lot of our set Is a 
mockery of people with sexual 
perversions-’’ 

To the glum, such subject 
matter might appear to be little 


more than gratuitous 
titillation, butte the League 
it’s all dead serious for you 
can’t destroy a Nowhere until 
you’ve first shocked him into 
submission. But, as they say, 
the “medium is the message’’ 
and, for the Antl-Nowheres the 
medium Is all-out raucous 
onslaught, a charge of 
demented vigour to make the 
blood writhe In the ears. 

Last word to F.S. Magoo; 
“We’re not Into namby-pamby 
music.." — NEVILLE WIGGINS. 
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DURING THE WINTER OF 
1980, someone took a 
can of spray-paint to the 
wall of Hatton Cross 


tube station and daubed 
this dramatic legend: 
“Theatre of Hate live on 
in your dreams and they 


despit* personnel changes, 
the bend's sound and fury 
remain intact and their 
energy continues to grow. 

The present line-up: Stan 
Stammer, base — ex-Straps, 
ex-Epileptics (the band who 
turned Into Flux Of Pink 
Indians], turned down an 



offer from UK Subs to team 
up with Kirk In TOH. John Boy 
Lennard, sax — classically 
trained saxophonist and once 
ranked Canada's number two 
squash player. Billy Duffy, 
guitar. Nigel Preston - 
drums. Four musicians who, 
together, form the perfect 
platform for the voice and 
vision of Kirk Brandon. 

Theatre Of Hate, through 
their pulsating hard-edged 
rook tempered with assurlty, 
intensity and commitment, 
revitalise the strength of 
spirit of 1ST©"- not so much 
the fun-go‘pogo-hoy end of 
punk, but its darker and more 
serious side. Brandon 
believes in youth and he 
believes in humans. 

“If young people don't start 
thinking for themselves now 
they'll go straight from 
school Into some dead end 
job. 13 he says. “Or they'll end 
up drunk on their dole 
cheques, all energy drained 
from them. It’s a very 
uplifting thing, this band. 
When people come to see us, 
they enjoy themselves. 
They’re honest and I haven't 
seen that In bands since ’76 
and '77. The Pistols and the 
Clash were aware of where 
the kids were at the time. And 
they were aware that the 1 
whole thing was moving." 

Billy Duffy states the theme 
mors simply: “People come 
to see us because they 
appreciate a certain amount 
of honesty In what we do. 


will kill you.” 

The band had been In 
operation for less than six 
months and had yet to record 
but already Theatre Of Hate 
were the cult group of the 
London circuit. A year and a 
bit later, with the release of 
their fourth single and first 
album, both entitled “Do You 
Believe In The Westwcrld 1 ’ 
and both produced by the 
Clash's Mick Jones, the band 
are posed on the brink of 
national recognition. 

Formed in May 1980 by ex- 
Pack frontman, Kirk 
Brandon, Theatre Of Halo 
made their performing debut 
that August, supporting 
Athletico Splzz at the 
Marques, and the following 
January released their first 
single cn Burning Rome 
records, the label formed by 
their manager Terry Razor. 

“Original Sin" wasths 
most forceful of songs, full of 
waiting sax, choppy guitar 
riffs, berserkold staccato 
drumming and bittor 
demanding lyrics. Today, 


They see we're not just trying 
to be pop stars.” 

So whet ere Theatre Off 
Hate trying to be? A focus for 
cynical, disillusioned youth? 

A reflection of a flawed and 
falling western society? A 
sign of the times, revolt Into 
decay? Ail these end mere. 
TOH pro present the light at 
the end of the tunnel — but Is 
that tight from the rays of the 
sun, the lamps of a Jimmy 
Savlle Away-dey special 
speeding along the tracks to 
run you down, guys and gals, 
or Is ft from tho flash of a 
nuclear device? 

“A freak, a coin In the piano 
made It p lay f But only the 
wind and the dust heard it 
say/Do you believe In the 
Westwcrld?" The answers ere 
cloaked within the Imagery of 
Kirk Brandon’s lyrics. 

“The difference between 
me and other people that 
write Is that whan / write, I'm 
not writing It as propaganda. 
On one hand I write a song for 
people to listen to or dance to 
and the lyric has a certain 
meaning, but to me the lyric 
can be very diverse. I mean, I 
should be taken seriously. All 
the songs are provocation; 
they're meant to provoke 
people's minds, to give them 
a little prod. I feel what I'm 
doing Is good. I’m not trying 
destroy anything — Just the 
opposite.” 

Terry Razor, whoso 
commitment and faith In 
Brandon and Theatre Of Hate 
has been total, translates 
thus: “This band gives kids 
music an song while the 
government sells them 
cigarettes.” 

Do you believe In the 
Westworld? 


— Nevill Wiggins 













THE DEAD KENNEDYS, * 
the very name demands i 
your attention. Of 
course they indulge in 
cheap sensationalism, 
over the top shook 
tactics and enjoy a 
reputation for getting 
banned a fa 1977, but In 
the days of Balletmode- 
Explodes-ln-The-Dark, 
the Dead Kennedys are a 
vital, spiteful influence 
and quite possibly one of 
the finest bands to have 
crawled out of the U.$,A. 
during the past few 
years. 

Aft loader Jello Blafra says: 
“What the name represents 
Is the downfall of the Idea 
that everyting is getting 
bigger and better.” 

While Reagan youth still 
buy Foreigner and Styx In 
their millions, The Dead 
Kennedys remain firm in 
their purpose of providing a 
long overdue, unhealthy 
antidote to all that’s L.A. and 
laidback, an alternative that 
is as brave as It Is brutal, an 
effective poison 
administered from within the 
heart of America itself. In the 
land where the bland lead the 
bland and Reagan rules or 
elsei Blafra, Klaus Fluoride, 
Bast Bay Ray and drummer 


don’t consider ourselves a 
Joke band. We have a sense 
of humour sure, but we also 
have points we want to get 
across with it, kind of 


In the Dead Kennedys’ output 
— their ability to mix comic 
relief with a unique satirical 
slant on America. “We do 
political statements dripping 


Darren celebrate In 
magnificent, mocking 
fashion the death of the 
dollar. 

“California Uber Alles” 
was the first clue; a 
devastating rumble of drums 
intro, a deep, deep bass 
colliding with East Bay Ray’s 
sharp as broken glass guitar 
and Blafra’s wicked lyrics (“I 
will be Fuhrer one dayfl will 
command all of you/Your kids 
will meditate In school”), and 
menacing vocals all 
contribute to a successful 
character assassination on 
Jerry Brown and a daring 
debut single that sounds like 
the death throes of the 
American dream. 

That’s one of the things I’ve 
always admired and enjoyed 


with sarcasm, and that way 
there’s humour involved with 
It,” Klaus Fluoride once 
remarked. 

Both “California liber 
Alles” and It’s classic follow 
up, the ravaged Apocalypse 
Now vision of “Holiday In 
Cambodia”, are potentially 
doomy songs but In The Dead 
Kennedys’ hands they’re as 
funny as hell, and any band 
that can get a single called 
“Too Drunk To Fuck” (the 
hilarious Stooges-type 
swagger that annoy ed all the 
right people last year), into 
the British top twenty is OK 
by me. “Anybody who took 
the time to listen to our 
records and read more than a 
line or two of cur lyrics would 
know right away that we 


balancing each ether out” — 
Jello Blafra. 

Some things still have to be 
spelt outand “Nazi Punks — 
Fuck Off” wastes no time in 
delivering its stark 
uncompromising message. 
As Blafra says, “Soma kids 
just think swastikas shock 
their parents. They’re not 
even shocking their parents 
because they’ve been 
brought up by a bunch of 
right wing assholes who’ve 
told them that it’s cool to be a 
racist. We figure that if 
they’re going to listen to 
punk muslo then they might 
as well really listen to It and 
UNDERSTAND it and realise 
that It’s not just a bunch cf 
racist crap.” 

’Freeh Fruit For Rotting 














Vegetables 1 though was a 
take-lt-or-leave-lt 
disappointment, many of the 
LP’s themes being too 
obvious or obnoxious to work 
("Kill In The Hoad” or "I Kill 
Children” for instance) and 
the sound on "Holiday In 
Cambodia” and “California 
Uber Alles” when compared 
with the oars taken on the 
singles leaves a lotto be 
desired, though the power 
surge of "Kill The Poor”, the 
self explanatory "Drug Me” 
and the street party 
atmosphere of "Let’s Lynch 
The Landlord” are three 
straight, brilliant rockers, an 
education in outrage and as 
such perfect examples of The 
Dead Kennedye at their best. 
Their execution of 
PomusISehuman’s Elvis 
Presley time warp "Viva Las 
Vegas” closes "Fresh Fruit" 
in fine, sneering style, a real 
laugh a minute job that turns 
the original completely on Its 
head — and that’s the only 


way to trash a song. 

They’ve got their own 
record company, Alternative 
Tentacles, on their side now 
and they’ve used It to 
promote previously unheard 
cf Californian bands on the 
’Let Them Eat Jellybeans’ 
compilation and to release 
their anti-religion 
propaganda, the c ln God We 
Trust Inc, 1 EP, that Is one of 
the year’s most essential 
buys. And on the other side 
they’ve got Mad Ron and his 


cast of Hollywood lunatics as 
an unending source of 
Inspiration, They are busy 
recording their second album 
at present, and the reult 
should be fascinating to say 
the least. 

"California Uber AEles has 
come true with a 
vengeance,” said Jello Biafra 
on Raygun’s election, "Stay 
tuned far the fight,” 

Sure will. 



















A PHILOSOPHER ONCE 
SAID that love is a many 
splendid thing, and 
although that may not he 
quite true for 
singer/guitarist of Chron 
Gen, Glynn Barber and 
his current girlfriend. 
Vice Squad nymphette, 
Beki Bondage, it has 
inspired him to base one 
of the band’s new songs, 
“Clouded Eyes” around 
her. 

Don’t worry, lt’$ not a 
soppy romantic ballad, but a 
reflection of the way Qlynn 
feels about the way she has 
stepped blindly Into a deal 
with INI1 records. 

“At the moment she thinks 
she’s the cat’s whiskers but 
she doesn’t see how her and 
the band are being rip pad-off. 
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Okay, so she's been on the 
cover of Sounds twice, but so 
what. We were offered the 
same deal with EMI and we 
turned It down because It 
was so bad," says Glynn. 

Chron Gen, a four piece 
band from Hltchtn whose 
previous vinyl output has 
consisted of a 'Puppets of 
War* EP on their own label 
which was followed by the 
superb Reality single on Step 
Forward, signed with punk 
supremo, Martin Hooker's 
Secret Records and plan to 
release an LP and a single at 
the end of the month. By 
signing with Secret, Chron 
Gen have Joined a stable that 
includes The Exploited, The 
4-SkEns and Infra Riot. 

The only criticism that the 
band see anybody having of 
their debut LP, 'Chronic 
Generation’ Is the fact that it 




























Includes a lot of old material 
and the aforementioned 
’Clouded Eyes’ won’t he on It. 
Although If you manage to 
catch the band on their up 
and coming nationwide tour 
It’ll be part of a set the band 
are currently rehearsing. 

The tour plans to take In 
most parts of Britain, except 
for Scotland, who look like 
they’re going to be left out of 
the band’s itinerary because 
of lack of cash. However, 
they will be coming to places 
as di verse as Grimsby, 
Plymouth, Preston and 
Derby. 

Many people compare 
Chron Gen with The 
Buzzcocks, because of the 
band's fast, peppy, but hard 
rlffing sound, hut there Is 
little of Pete Shelley’s sexual 
anxiety in Glynn’s Eyries and 
he claims that he doesn’t own 


a single Buzzcock record. If 
you were looking to place 
Chron Gen In their proper 
historical context It would 
have to be by comparing 
them with The Lurkers, the 
greatest ever punk band who 
never had the hit single they 
deserved. 

Whatever way you look at 
It, the band have potential to 
be pop stars In their own little 
way and both Glynn and 
guitarist, John ThuHow admit 
they wouldn’t be disturbed 
by that Idea. 

John: “We’re not going to 
change our music lust to bo 
big, you know. If we’re 
playing what we like playing 
and that does happen to take 
off and get us a lot of money, 
then I’m not about to say no to 
it. There’s no danger of us 
changing like Adam and the 
Ants.’’ 



Glynn; "I wouldn’t be 
scared to write a love song If I 
felt like that and a couple of 
our new songs are 
emotionally based, but It’s 
not blatant.” 

Getting back onto the 
subject of the album, 
although it does represent a 
lot of the band’s past, thoy 
are very happy with it. 

John: “I’ve listened to a lot 
of punk bands’ first albums, 
like The Exploited, The 
Damned, Vice Squad, Anti- 
Pasti and so on and I think 
ours Is a lot better. The 
versions of old songs like 
“Lies” and “Mindless Few” 
are arranged a lot better on 
tt.” 

The highlights of the album, 
however, have to be Chron 
Gen’s versions of “Jet Boy, 
Yet Girl” (the now single}, 
and “Living Hext Door To 
Alice” which show their 
ability to give new life to tired 
old songs. As an added bonus 
to the twelve tracks on the 
LP, there’s a free EP of 
material recorded at the 
band’s local venue in Hltchln, 
The Regal. They’re looking 
forward, Justifiably, to a 
bright new future unlike a lot 
of other new punk bands. 

Glynn: “What we don’t 
want to do, I reckon. Is get In 
the rut of playing like The 
Exploited. They’re stuck now 
because they’ve Just got to 
play what people want of 
them and they’ve Just got to 
keep churning it out 
regardless, they can’t get out 
of It without being told 
they’ve sold out. 

“I wouldn’t mind doing Top 
of the Pops If our record eold 
well enough, but I’d feel 
pretty stupid miming to It. We 
had to mime the other day for 
French TV who are doing a 
documentary about us and It 
felt really strange, but we’re 
professionals now and we 
have to accept the 
responsibility of being like 
that.” 
























MUSIC LIKE UK 
DECAY’S Is hard to 
define, lying somewhere 
between the mental 
plains of reality and 
horrific Imagination — 
tormented it most 
certainly is. After 
releasing four singles In 
a period of two years, 
the band stepped Into 
Southern Studios (where 
all of the Crass and their 
off-shoots material Is 
recorded) and came out 
with, after about two 
months, their debut LP, 


FOR 


‘For Madmen Only’, 
which has managed to 
catalogue the band’s 
essential nature; 
something along the 
lines of a punk 
soundtrack to a political 
horror movie. 

Because they used Crass's 
studies to record In, did they 
in any way Identify with any 
of the band's anarchist 
attitudes. Drummer Steve 
Harle Is the first to reply. 

"It's net a direct thing that 
we went there Just because 
Crass recorded there, but we 
went there because we like 
the way John Loder (Grass's 
engineer}, works. He's a 
bright chap end he makes us 
work and you feel better 
when you're In there because 
you know you’re getting 


things done and he’s 
someone we’ve got real 
confidence in." 

Vocalist Abbe Joins in to 
explain that the choice of 
studio did reflect one thing 
about the band. "If we'd have 
gene into a plush West End 
studio and paid a producer, 
we'd have come out with a 
plush, West-End, perhaps 
bland product.” 

The band have been lucky 
enough to have the 
experience of supporting 
American punk superstars, 
The Dead Kennedys on their 
first British tour and this 
helped them get the chance 
to play In America In 198 i. It 
also gave them a chance to 
evaluate the American punk 
scene, which has been 
blossoming since 1979. 

Abbo: "It was quite weird, 













revolt against a generation — 
it’s more of a generation gap. 
The hands wo played with all 
had really good gear and they 
weren’t singing about 
fighting on the streets, but 
about killing the coppers or 
the politicians, anything from 
another generation.” 

UK Decay have been going 
as a unit for wolf over three 
years and they see 
themselves continuing for a 
long time to corns, mainly 
becauss they have never got 
themselves Into the position 
of just being a punk band. 
Here Abbo sees an affinity 
with groups like Theatre Of 
Hate and Kilting Joke. 

“We’re ail putting forward 
valid Ideas without having a 
monotone style of playing. 
You only have to look at our 
audience, a Theatre Of Hate 
audience or a Killing Joke 
audience — people are 
coming from all different 
directions, it’s no one 
definite group of people. 

“These are the bands that 
are going to last because 
they haven’t been packaged, 
the music press haven't 
found a name for their 
audience and for their style 
of playing — because they ail 
play differently. They’re not 
going to be bled dry by any 
fashion craze.” 

Locking Into the crystal ball 
at the band’s immediate 
future, it sees them teurlng 
various parts of the country 
to play sporadic gigs. Also 
they are looking for ways of 
leaving their present record 
company, Fresh, to record a 
new single and release It 
Independently. By doing this 
they are hoping to make It 
cheaper for people who want 
to buy It. 

Abbo: “When you’re signed 
to a record company you 
have to Inolude their share In 
the profits In the price of your 
record. By releasing It 
ourselves we should be able 
to cut the price by around 
15p. It’s not that we've got 
anything against Fresh, It’s 
just that we feel we’ve 
established enough contacts 
to go It alone.” 


but they don’t know why 
they’re doing It. Every single 
part of society has a grudge 
against the part of society 
which breads it. In the West 
Coast of America that we 
saw, 1 didn’t see much lower 
class, It's all vary middle 
class, so whereas our punk 
thing is more of a street level 
revolt, there’s Is mors of a 


because in America we were 
playing to hostile, quite often 
hard-core audiences, but we 
were going down a storm 
with many of them. There 
was a definite audience there 
for our type of music. 

“In America, when a punk 
walks down the street you 
got people calling you faggot, 
asshole, queer, cunt, every 
single name under the sun, 
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Britain’s brightest colour 
music weekly! 

The only paper with 
FULL COLOUR EVERY WEEK! 
The only paper with the 

OFFICIAL CHARTS 

(as used by the BBC) 
EVERY WEEK! 

If it’s going on in the charts — 
we’ve got it covered! 


DON’T MISS IT! 





















* 




ps«^ l ' i< TCn 





ch *' 

v* 1 **^** 0 * stove” 

o ^ t11 _H* 




otf® 




e \u'^ 

fo tt® c .ifin* 1 " _ 

** oC ' a lTa* V> r '* B * „„ u *<** t0 - o" a 


«W° n !*.?fc\t 


^S^'SsSss- 

l(\C #nCe 0 . 4 , 

6° ea « todt 1 ** 

th« ®' w '" ,...d» 

t.*** 




o -' kaV8n 

a''"* \dV4 Cb nd’*" 8 , „ fB th»° 

.siwato 1 _ khO° . nfl V*- i t . 

li> s<, »»“*'“ --'• 


tss-'”' 



t w*®' 


oV ? e U* S# iS ,W l^ 5 ^aVo”'’^ e % ddl " S ' 

V°^“ CoO'P^rf B0** d -d tt> 8 ’"‘’SE ed' wr ’* 

VO”^o*V ^ „« ^%0tV” -» 

« dm* 10, ■- 8,e 


P 

























